The Strong have Conquered Us the Weak 


We know despair, we always do 

Through the loss of beauty, something sacred. 
A goddess perhaps keeps watch so 

Nemesis does, in due course we are punished. 


Grand monuments crumble, our city disappears 
Darks shadows overtake the light. 

The hollow wind wails in anguish, the end is near 
Before long we shall lose our fight. 


We are mortal! The passage of time seems endless. 
Our thoughts once writ are easily forgotten, so they say. 
So let us etch them in stone and make them priceless 
This shall outlast our lives by many a day. 


But once the last of us has spoke 

Who then can understand of what we speak? 
Our lives, our loins drift away like smoke 
The strong have conquered us the weak 


They castrate us, then cut out our tongue. 

Our offspring are cast in the river 

they roast those parts from us that they have rung 
The rest wait their fate, in fear they weep and shiver 


Our broken shields they pound to ploughs 
The gold we called our own recast 

their king in time becomes renown 

and our fate becomes a long forgotten past. 


Many centuries hence you'll stand 
where once I bled, a testament to life. 
Left to whither in the sun, to a last man 
we all, staked to suffer a tortuous strife. 


The buzzards have gathered to pick our bones 
Our flesh has cooked here in the sun 


They fight amongst the ruins of our homes 
Their boundless feast has just begun. 


